ER 
SPREADS 
across the 
weathered visage of 
Selecter’s dumpling 
coach driver 
Tennessee Roman 
Reynolds. He 
thumps the 
breakfast table like 
he’s an SPG man 
working out ona ; 
demonstrator’s skul A SE 
sending half-eaten 
tubs of jam 
scurrying 
floorwards. 

“Them guys are crazy, 
man,” he yelps. “Cray- 
zee. They're the biggest 
bunch of jerks I’ve ever 
met. They're fuckin’ 
animals. | ain't ever 
having them fouling up 
*mah bus.” 

The animals in question 
are Anglo hard rock 
heroes UFO and though 
Roman won't let on 
exactly what jolly japes 
have inspired this 
Perhaps slightly 
overstated opinion, 
nothing can shake the 
man’s belief in the band’s 


the pool ridge while Knowles 
collapsed to the floor, his 
eyes making like the apples 
and pears of a fruit machine. 
(This happens every time he 
has one over the eighty but 
it’s a chucklesome sight all 


March, starting off with 
their weakest areas along 
the East Coast and working 
across to strongholds like 


Technically UFO were 
headlining (they got paid 
more) but Triumph went on 
last ‘cos of the intricacy of 


their armoury. Y'with me? 
You could say they're 


currently sitting comfortably 
in the Yankee Division Ill, 
(Division I being the real 
mega-buck merchants, 
Zeppelin, the Stones, the 
Who etc, Division If 
Aerosmith, Nugent, Heart 
- . -} which is still 
pantechnicons of plastic 
bigger than label-mates and 
current Stateside big buzz 
the Specials, for instance. 
This tour has fitted in with 
previous trends, their 
audience getting larger 
slowly, but it'd take 
something like a massive 
selling FM single to secure 
their promotion to a bigger 
division. And as that don't 
look too imminent they're 
left with the approach that 
they built their career with 
— the long hard slog. 

/ joined them on the 
Southern leg of the tour only 
to find them co-headlining 
with moronic Maple Leaf 
mayhem merchants 
Triumph, whose set is like 
Guy Fawkes night gone* 
wrong, catherine wheels and 
sparklers going off all over 
shop (Knowles describes it 
as ‘like being on tour with 
Southend Pier’). 

At first this seemed a 
weird arrangement but 
there's method to the 
madness. The US rock 
market would appear to be 
in the grips of a mini-crisis 
at present and as both bands 
had planned to hit the Deep 
South simultaneously it 
seemed more sensible to 
come together than compete 
for precious punter pennies. 


Houston Coliseum, an 
Earls Court size emporium, 
was the first, and I parked 
my arse near the back in the 
midst of some miserable 
Yank shower who sat 
passively Passing round 
dope chillums and downers 
while a few more active 
yelping yetties hurled 
ferocious fire crackers over 
our heads. What Jolly fun. 
Meantimes the band were 

just micro-specks on the 
horizon and I just couldn $ 
uh, get into the experience 
at all mari, y'know, though 
Moggy's Triumph-pisstake 
hollers of ‘rockenrolly all’ 
were pretty funny. 

Ah, but next night at 
Austin Municipal 
Auditorium was about 
twenty million times better, 
and at the risi 
Barfly situation 
with regards to this one, ld 
Say it was perhaps the 
greatest UFO gig of all time. 

As “Alpha Centauri 
enough electricity ir 
atmosphere to power a 
Close Encounters mother- 
Ross and I slipped into 
otog pit for a quality 
Up rendez-vous with 
the thinking man’s guide to 
heavy rock — the set you 
Saw at everywhere from 
Hammersmith Odeon to 
Glasgow Apolio earlier in the 
year, but still delivered with 
a killer punch and genuine 


Even badly bruised 
bollocks weren't enough to 
calm Mogg down however, 
cos the night after I'd 
returned to this blessed plot 
he got even more out of it 
after a gig at McAllen, down 
by the Mexican border. 
Seems he was suddenly 
seized by an all-consuming 
belief in his own ability to fly 
and had leapt off a first floor 
landing to soar with the 
grace of a 16 ton weight 
towards the floor and 
galloping unconsciousness. 
He was revived by the 
promoters who he promptly 
decided to ‘do’, the Bill were 
summoned, Mogg ran and 
hid, fell akip, and woke up 
the next morning with the 
Hulk working out in his head 
and his arm broken. Mr Way 
informs me this had the 
same effect as plunging a 
honeymoon hubby into an 
ice cold shower. Instant 
calmdown, The taming of 
the Mogg — for the next 
few weeks at least. 


Some sixty hours later the 
leader of the animal pack, 
UFO vocalist Phil Nose, 
sorry, Mogg (age 
indeterminate) is living up to 
his reputation, out of his box 
on booze and downers and 
making a drunken funge at 
your humble hack with a 
view to hurling my sylph-like 
frame into the cool hotel 


Well, grapple fans, I'd 
been lazing around soaking 
up la couleur locale of a 
warm Texas night, my mind 
happily idling in neutral after 
a midnight barbeque 
Prepared by master chefs 
Chapman and Way, but I 
smelt Mogg’s boozy breath 
at two yards. And with a 

speed that would've brought 
tears to the eyes of my old 
games master and the ease 
of a fixed wrestling bout I 
grabbed his noggin and 
heaved him over my right 
shoulder, leaving him to 
career helplessly into the 
water in my stead. 

Mere minutes later the 
dripping drunkard was 
enlisting the aid of his tour 
manager, John Knowles, to 
try a similar stunt on my 
revolting companion Gross 
Halfwit. But even this wart- 
encrusted wally was more 
than a match for them, 
sending Moggy flying to 
land genitals first (ouch) on 


devouring this tale 

the way Buster 

Bloodvessel would 
demolish a triple Big Mac, 
bits flying off in all 
directions and a massive 
smear of melted cheddar 
dripping down my collar. ; 
Let's begin at the beginning 
and do this proper, like. 

UFO had been touring the 

States since the end of 


Take Pete Wa 
as Michael Sch 
said that “that man’s brain 
does not function”. but Strap 


CS THE LAW | 


'U ARE UNDER 16- YOU 


OT ENTER THIS STORE- 
WTS POEM Clipe = Milas, 


amps above my head, 
crouching, squatting, 
twisting, turning, and 
putting his all into the 
performance, literally 


trendy Cockney Rejects t- 


louts got toasted several 
times tonight what with a 


Am‘ a rocklicking fine 


just to get the atmosphere 


all over us.) 


the hug and kiss, mimicking 
Triumph, muttering things 


between hauling Gross on 
stage for extended abuse, 


with some gorgeous geetar 
play before he knocked an 
amp on his head. 

Most interesting 
announcement of the night 
concerned the old faithful 
‘Cherry’ which was 
apparently inspired by a 
local Austin night club 


rock disco replete with 


never got round to 
revisiting. (And quite right 
too — V. Turbett). 


wasn't entertaining enough, 
@ three grand a week job 
stuffed full of liquor and 
videos of such cinematic 
classics as ‘Dirty Harry’, 


Grail’, and. ‘Dolly Does 
Dallas’. But by far the 
funniest moments came 
courtesy Ross and Mogg. 


AUL CHAPMAN/JOHN KNOWLES 


UR MANAGER John Knowles and trashed dressing room 


=m | must confess / stayed 
Sn here for an extra day's 

©liday, lapping up the sun 
ad the lager and listening 


few big festivals, one in 
France last weekend with 
the Clash (gaspo), and a 
Reading headline in August. 
Then there'll probably bea 
new UK tour with a 
revamped stage act 
including a shake-up of F 
traditional numbers and a bit 
of risk-taking on the live 
front in general. One thing 
I'm not gonna miss are the 
proposed low-key Marquee 
gigs the band are still trying 
to fix up which could feature 
a whole new set of new 
songs and numbers. z 
Pretty soon our attention 
strayed from serious 
journalistic probing to the 
charms of our sun-soaked 
surroundings, and Moggy 
Sipped an ice cold lager and 
smiled. “In the immortal 
words of Larry Wallis, just 
think: we're getting paid for 


4 bass guitar on him and it’s 
like he’s got a million volts 
coursing through his body. 
That night he curled over the 


Mr Halfin you see és, or 
a ‘friend of the band, but 
this tour he went over the 
top as only he can, 


© Tonka Chapman's f 
#larious John Bird/ Idi Amin 
©pertoire. Believe it or not I 
aren had the odd serious 
“zat with Moggy about the 
oug aænd's 


up female passengers, 
engaging in Gale Force 


sweating buckets down his Mogg gave him a series 
the sort of looks you'd ga 
a slug on your cabbage 
patch and finally anno 

“When | think of the Rejs 
singing ‘Shitter’ and I look 
. . look at you, en 

overweight faggot, yours 
good to anyone. This was? 


At various times on the 
"àp he'd come out pretty 
®rongly against the sort of 
ck album getting released 
Pwer here at present, no 
mes no packdrill. “It’s so 
Peæsy to write an HM cliche 
bum, bung down a few 
"FFs, and holler a few lyrics 
"out killing babies and 
Scking after midnight, 
now. Our next album's 
~ eina be raw but it won't be 
‘et sort of easy cash-in 
“Our plans at present are 

vecord an album for 
“*zumn release — which is 
S2nething we've never ever 
P 2226 before, bring out two 
ums in a year. And we'll 
* S ably produce it ourselves 
>. in this little North London 
“‘clio, because the sound 
& > got on TOTPs for ‘Young 
pn Pod’ was so much better 
7 the album version 
“Overall | reckon the 

tm Ti be half realty 
Fenturous and half really 
sounding. Lyrically 1m 
€ interested in all that HM 
te stuff, i'm more into 
*¥ ting adult songs . 
= take Bruce Springsteen 
eone Moggy earwigs a 

>= me song like ‘Racing In 
Streets’ just paints 
Fect pictures of American 
He really knows how to 


shirt. (The gallant East End 


Spirited ‘Lights Out In West 


‘Tony Gordon Please’ to the 
tune of ‘Doctor Doctor’. and 


happy bus until you got o 
it. You're making it unhappy 
You're making me mad. Ye 
wouldn ‘t like me if I got 


right Paul Raymond gobbing 


Mogg was still extracting 


The offshoot of it all we 
Moggy squaring up to him 
offering him a few firm le 
hooks ruck ‘n‘roll style ani 

‘challenging the bounder t° 
boxing match which nate 
Gross bottled out of. 


like Fanx a lot mate, ta’, in- 


But soon the heaven on 
earth tranquility was ruined 
by the return of the Gross 
one mumbling on about his 
rotten warts as usual and 
the evening slowly 
degenerated through football 
matches, Tonka's barbeque 
(“At school,” he recalled — 
“cooking was the only thing 
I was ever any good at”), 
crazy roller-skating, and the 
fight scene that opened this 


while Tonka excelled himself 


ability to turn «s 


call ourselves the shows. 
Pete Way confides, “ail 
these other bands do __ 
everything perfect, sort o 
like James Bond, but 
everything we arrange gee 
to cock.” Everything, thet® 
except hotels. At Houstot 
We Stayed at the space aṣ 
Hyatt Regency while st 
Austin we were booked in 
the out-of-this-world 
Lakeway Inn which 
overlooked some son 
beautiful countrysideand 
pure blue dake. fuiiof mom 
- boats and water-skiers- 
Miserable r'n'r puppet & 


called the Crazy Lady, a hard 


topless waitresses which we 


Next day I left alone for 
home, leaving Ross to stay 
over on the Joe Ronce for a 
couple of weeks with the 
band. Moggy’s face dropped 
lower than a centipede’s y- 
fronts when he heard the 
bad news, so Í left him a can 
of tear gas I'd bought in a 
supermarket just in case 
Rass got too much outof | 

` hånd. At the-time seemed > 


Not that the tour bus itself 


‘Monty Python And The Holy 


z íi The 
*2 betweenvecording th 
= 
RhAehand pave slatted in a 


If you open an account at the 


Midland when you leave school, chances 


are, you'll stay with the Midland. i 
So we're offering you something 
special. 
ae works like this: you opena 
current account with us this year, run it 
normally, stay in credit, and we don’t 
charge you a penny for your cheques 
and statements for three years. 2 
Just think what it could save you in 
all that time. 


(200905) nigiend BAL: 


omd talk to the tistening bank 


adepi 


näi 
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